shriek and bursts on the dug-out roof. The shock
stabs out the candle-flame ; the timber props of the
door cave slowly in., sandbags fall and. block the
passage to the open air.

There is darkness in the dug-out. Here and there
the- red dawn glows through the jagged holes of the
broken doorway.

Very faintly there comes the dull rattle of machine-
guns and the fevered spatter of rifle fire.
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